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      Swiveling around in my ergonomically correct—and far too comfortable—office chair, I grabbed a book off the built-in bookcase behind me. A small paperback written by one of my favorite psychologists William Glasser.

      I swiveled back around again and flipped through the highlighted and tattered pages of the thin book, looking for a quote about positive addiction.

      I picked up my highlighter as a line of text caught my attention, snapped off the lid, and carefully highlighted the words in yellow.

      It wasn’t, however, what I was looking for, so I flipped forward a few more chapters.

      I shivered. Maintenance must have already started turning the heat down in the buildings. It was cold outside, below freezing, and the window of my third-floor office was fogging over.

      But the skies were clear and no snow in the forecast for the next week. Unfortunate for those celebrating Christmas in Pittsburgh.

      My heavy dark gray wool coat, light gray cashmere gloves and matching scarf were great for here, but once I got to the mountains of Colorado, I would have to trade them in for one of the heavy down coats my grandmother kept on hand at her house.

      I put the cap back on the highlighter and set it aside.

      The elite, private university was quiet today—the Friday before Christmas break. The offices would be closing at noon today, nothing unusual for a Friday, but the buildings would be locking, too.

      As a university professor, I could stay as long as I wanted to, of course, but by then it would be time for me to head to the airport. I was planning to leave my car parked here, on campus in the gated faculty parking area, and taking an Uber over to the airport. My car would be in a locked lot and it was so much easier than trying to find a parking spot at the crowded airport, especially this time of year.

      My two fairly large hardback suitcases waited in the car. It was hard to pack light in the winter. I needed to allow for time to grab them before the Uber got here.

      I checked the time again.

      I wouldn’t even be here today, except that my office was only a couple of miles from the airport. I glanced out the window as an outgoing jet passed, making its way into the sky. My stomach churned a little. I wasn’t exactly a nervous flyer, but I wasn’t exactly a giddy flyer either.

      My flights consisted of once or at most twice a year to Denver and once to a national psychology conference wherever it happened to be. The last one was in San Francisco. That had been a long flight. Literally across the country from Pittsburgh to San Francisco. I had actually slept some of that flight. My friend and colleague, Henry, had sat next to me on the flight, so that had made it tolerable.

      Next summer’s conference was going to be in New York. A short flight. And I was most definitely looking forward to seeing New York for the first time. Maybe as the Psychology

      Club advisor, I could get a few students together to take with me. I could supervise them putting together a poster presentation.

      The phone rang in the main office across the hall. It went to voicemail since the office assistant had taken the day off. Departmental policy.

      Since I was working on my own research, I didn’t count. Besides, we shared a floor with the biology department and they were all here. Having their Christmas party starting at noon.

      They were different, the biology people. I guess since as the psychology department, we tended to think more about family and less about looking at bacteria through a microscope.

      Already someone was fiddling with the music, landing on a popular festive tune. As I hummed along to myself, I realized I was actually looking forward to going to Whiskey Springs for Christmas. It almost always snowed in the mountains on Christmas.

      Maybe I’d grab a sandwich on my way out. Maybe a cookie, too. It would be better than airport food.

      Finding the quote I was looking for, I typed it into my document and hit save.

      There. That was enough work until after the new year.

      I had two weeks to spend with my grandparents and I would make the most of it. No work allowed. I wouldn’t even take my computer. I would take my iPad, though, because I sometimes read fiction on it. I stashed it in my leather book bag along with the paperback romance novel I was halfway through.

      My fingers brushed against an old greeting card that had gotten shoved into the bottom of my bag. I pulled it out and read the obligatory prose.

      Thinking of you. Have a wonderful day.

      Todd

      I stared at it a moment. Tamped down the wave of feelings I had dealt with months ago.

      Todd was no longer in my life. Not that we ever had more than a couple of dates anyway.

      I had rather liked him. The part that stung more than anything else was that I had told people about him. I’d told my grandmother and a couple of my friends including Henry. I’d even mentioned him to my friend Simone in Colorado.

      Taking a deep breath, I ripped the card in half. It felt good so I ripped it in half again. I kept ripping it up until I had a little heap of pieces on the desk in front of me.

      There. That felt surprisingly good.

      Cathartic.

      I wasn’t sure where that came from. I’d most definitely thought I was over Todd.

      I was over him.

      Definitely.

      I saved my work, powered off my computer, and slipped the book back onto the bookcase.

      It was time to go.

      Time for Christmas in Whiskey Springs.

      My favorite time of year.
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      Even for Houston, it was warm for late December. Hard to get in the Christmas spirit when it was seventy degrees outside.

      Even with Post Oak lit up all the way down with synced Christmas lights. They almost—not quite, but almost—seemed out of place. I had a buddy whose wife dragged him to the Smoky Mountains every year for the holidays. Maybe they were on to something.

      I sat in the cockpit of a little Cessna Skyhawk. A four-seat, single-engine airplane that belonged to my grandfather Noah Worthington.

      This was, in fact, one of my grandfather’s first personal airplanes. Not THE first. Grandma had insisted that he sell that one years ago. But definitely one of his oldest planes. He always winced when I called it vintage.

      It was still a good-looking airplane. In fact, someone had just updated the Skye Travels logo splashed in red across the fuselage and sweeping up onto the tail.

      Grandpa Noah had, in fact, just bought a new Phenom. I would love to get my hands on that one, but he either flew it himself or one of the more experienced pilots did. My uncles.

      I flipped open my iPad, tapped my weather app, and checked the radar again.

      I was a little compulsive about checking the radar, especially when I had a feeling the weather forecasters were missing something.

      Most of us pilots were our own meteorologists. We had to be. Our lives depended on an accurate forecast of the weather. A pilot who relied completely on the weather forecasters ran the risk of not having a very long career. The saying went something like there are old pilots there are bold pilots, but no old, bold pilots.

      But I was cleared by FSS all the way to Whiskey Springs. And my objective assessment had no argument.

      I turned on the engine and watched the propeller start slow then vanish as it sped up.

      Continued checking off the boxes on my pre-flight checklist.

      Since I was traveling alone, I didn’t have to be in any particular hurry. But being the Friday before Christmas—three days until Christmas in fact, the airport was bursting at the seams and I was already in the queue.

      I put on my headset, blocking out some of the engine roar, and spoke to flight control.

      Cleared to taxi to the runway.

      I always got a little rush when it was nearing time to fly. No matter how many times I’d taken a plane up—nearly every day—in the last four and a half years, I still got that little thrill of adrenalin shooting through my veins every time.

      Grandpa believed that was the sign of a true pilot. Means it’s in your blood.

      Grandpa definitely had flying in his blood, so he would know. He had started his own company, Skye Travels, years ago, before I had even been born. It had grown by leaps and bounds to the point where its reputation rivaled that of the major airlines.

      As his grandson, I reaped the benefits of his success. I still had to do the work though. There were no shortcuts allowed. I’d proven my abilities in the cockpit, but I didn’t have the experience yet to warrant taking the Phenom up.

      One day. One day I would have the chance to fly the latest and greatest.

      I went down the list, continuing to check gauges. Everything was in order.

      My plan was to spend tonight and tomorrow night at the Daniels House in Whiskey Springs. I would be home in time for Christmas.

      To say that Christmas was a big deal in my family would be an understatement.

      There were so many of us and we all gathered for Christmas Eve at Grandpa and Grandma’s house. Grandpa Noah and Grandma Savannah had five children… six counting Noah’s daughter by his first wife… and scores of grandchildren.

      That left Christmas morning for families and Christmas day evenings for in-laws. It was a well-tolerated system.

      Kinda left me in the wind on Christmas day, though, as a single man. I had yet to find the girl who would be my Christmas day family.

      Mary Beth from junior high had been my last—only—great crush, but she had disappeared off the face of the earth after eighth grade.

      No matter. I knew what to look for now. I would know when I felt that tug at the heart again.

      I wasn’t looking though. I didn’t believe in all that swiping business.

      I’d heard my Grandpa Noah and Grandma Savannah’s story enough times that I knew how the heart worked. It happened when it happened.

      But right now I was cleared for takeoff. It was time to fly.
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      Whiskey Springs and Christmas are synonymous, at least in my mind.

      The streets glowed with a million strings of multi-colored Christmas lights, mostly blue, red, and green strung across the streets and down the poles. Mostly clear around the shop doors and windows.

      Everything that didn’t move got draped with a string of lights or garland or a wreath. Even some things that did move got caught in the festivity. Like the pickup truck that I parked next to on the side of the two-lane street. Someone had given the truck reindeer antlers.

      I stepped out of my rented car and stretched. The drive from the Denver airport was long and was one of the primary reasons I only visited at Christmas.

      I still had a thirty-minute drive left and it was getting dark.

      Hence, the stop at the little designer coffee shop.

      Christmas music echoed along main street, piped from speakers that covered the town from the savings and loan to the coffee shop to the antique store down the street.

      There was a line and, it seemed, people taking more time to talk than to order. Definitely different from the city.

      I used the time standing in line to text my grandmother.

      ME: In Whiskey Springs. Grabbing a coffee. Then will be on my way.

      GRANDMA: Looks like roads might get icy. Be careful!

      “Next.”

      I gave the college student behind the counter my drink order and stepped aside to wait. Every year there was someone new behind the counter.

      ME: Don’t worry. I’ll be there before you know it.

      GRANDMA: It’s my job to worry.

      I sighed and didn’t bother to tell her that worrying didn’t help. I knew. I’d read the research.

      “A large soy extra foam, three pumps of vanilla, peppermint mocha, extra hot cappuccino.”

      I slipped my cell phone into my handbag and grabbed my red to-go cup just as someone else wrapped his fingers around the cup, too. Our hands clasped together perfectly.

      My fingers frozen on the cup, I looked up at the man, his hands clasped with mine, and immediately dubbed him Mr. Heart-throb.

      My days were spent standing in front of a classroom of college students. And to be honest, between grading papers and preparing lectures, I didn’t have much of a social life.

      “I think this is my coffee,” he said.

      I smiled the smile that I used on students who thought they knew what they were talking about when they truly had no clue.

      “I don’t think so,” I said. “I’m the only person who orders this.”

      He smiled back, looking at me with sparkling baby blue eyes. If he was going for that whole handsome business guy in a suit look, he had it nailed.

      “A large soy extra foam, three pumps of vanilla, peppermint mocha, extra hot cappuccino.” The barista set another cup on the counter and rolled her eyes.

      “That’s not possible,” I said, mostly to myself.

      Mr. Heart-throb and I looked at each other as he released my cup… and my fingers.

      “Well,” he said with a cocky grin. “You were here first.”

      After a quick roll of my eyes, I took my coffee and headed out the door to my car.

      I had somewhere to be. I did not have time for thinking about the odds of ordering the exact same drink at the exact same place at the exact same time as another person, much less a guy who looked like him. And not just anywhere. The little town of Whiskey Springs.

      Still stewing with the impossibilities of the situation, I got into my car and pulled out, only to have to stop at a traffic signal on the same block.

      While I sat waiting for the light to turn green, I could not help looking in my rearview mirror. Mr. Heart-throb got into the pickup truck with the antlers.

      I laughed out loud at the incongruence. Mr. Heart-throb business guy who ordered an ultra-designer coffee drove a pickup truck with antlers.

      As I picked up my cup to drink, I saw the name scrawled on the side of the cup.

      Daniel.

      Well, Daniel. It appears that I’m the one who snagged your coffee.

      My cell phone rang, coming through the car’s speakers.

      It was my best friend Henry.

      “Someone sounds chipper,” Henry said.

      “I do not,” I said.

      But Henry just laughed. “It’s about time. Maybe that clean mountain air will get your head out of those books and get your blood flowing again.”

      “My blood flows just fine,” I said, trying not to sound testy, but he just laughed.

      “I just wanted to make sure you made it okay.”

      “I’m in Whiskey Springs. Almost to the house. But I won’t have phone service in a few minutes, so your timing was perfect.”

      “Well, text me when you get there,” Henry said. “so I won’t send out a search party.”

      “Will do,” I said. “Give Bobby a hug for me.”

      “Consider it done.”

      Henry was my best friend who just so happened to have an office down the hall from mine. He honestly made office hours fun, so much so that we coordinated our schedules. A single parent since his wife passed two years ago, he had an adorable six-year-old boy.

      We disconnected and I focused on the road. The drive from Whiskey Springs up the mountain to my grandparents’ house was a steep, windy road that was could turn deadly with little to no warning.
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      The quaint little coffee shop in the small town of Whiskey Springs had surprisingly good coffee.

      I’d ordered my favorite and was surprised when the college girl behind the counter hadn’t even raised an eyebrow.

      Christmas music filled the air both inside and outside the shop. Different music. Walking through the door was like changing channels on the radio.

      I put the pickup truck in reverse and shrugged off the amused glances I got from a young couple walking by hand-in-hand on the sidewalk.

      It wasn’t my fault I got the last vehicle at the rental place.

      And it certainly wasn’t my fault that this truck just happened to be wearing a reindeer costume for Christmas. I could have removed it, but hadn’t wanted to take the take the time and it wasn’t mine to mess with anyway.

      Besides, it was kind of cute, really, and it fit in seamlessly with the little town of Whiskey Springs, every inch covered in some sort of Christmas decoration.

      I smiled at the handwritten name scrawled on my coffee cup.

      Jenna.

      So that was the name of my coffee thief.

      I was the only person I knew who ordered this particular style of cappuccino.

      But, it seemed there was a woman out there with the same taste in coffee that I had.

      I’d seen her when she’d walked through the door. She’d been to the coffee shop before. I could always tell. She hadn’t hesitated. She’d walked right up to the counter and placed her order like she’d done it a thousand times.

      It had to mean that she was from here. She didn’t look like she was from here, although I didn’t really know what that meant, especially since I didn’t know what people who were from here actually looked like.

      Maybe it was more what I expected them to look like. Jenna looked more polished. As a well-traveled man, I would guess that she was from the city. Maybe the east coast if I had to be specific.

      Might seem like that since she ordered the same coffee I ordered.

      The odds were too astronomical to calculate, so I didn’t even try.

      The same coffee. The same place. At the same time.

      And not any place. A small town in the middle of the mountains. A place where Christmas exploded all over everything.

      But I wasn’t here for Christmas. I was here to meet with Mr. Mike Garrison, Whiskey Springs tycoon and old friend of my grandfather Noah Worthington.

      They’d known each other since college and had stayed in touch over the years.

      They did business together quite often and apparently they had been working on a new business venture, bringing their brilliant minds together again.

      With Christmas less than a week away, I was here for my meeting tomorrow, then out the next day. Assuming my plane was ready.

      If my memory of the map was correct, the road stretched out ahead, a mile or so of flat land before it started its windy, twisty path up to the hotel.

      My thoughts strayed back to Jenna again. Maybe I’d drive back down here in the morning and see if anyone knew a young lady named Jenna. Everyone in these small towns knew everyone else, right? Someone had to know her.

      I’d probably just leave it alone, though. It was a most impractical impulse to think about looking for a woman who just happened to order the same coffee I had ordered. Just because our fingers had fit together perfectly around the cup.

      Just because she’d looked up at me with the greenest sparkling big green eyes I could imagine. I was a sucker for a girl with big beautiful eyes, especially one who looked annoyed at me.

      I don’t think she had even noticed that I was wearing my pilot’s uniform. So many girls saw the uniform first, then saw me next. But not Jenna. She seemed to only see me.

      Or maybe I just wanted to believe that she only saw me.

      It only took a few minutes to get out of town and the road started to climb, just a little so far, but that was about to change. The moon was behind snow clouds, leaving nothing but the headlights of my truck between me and total darkness.

      I got behind a late model car going just under the speed limit. I did not care to follow this person all the way up the mountain to the hotel. They would probably go super slow around the curves and besides, as a pilot, I was accustomed to getting where I wanted to go fast.

      I passed them, zipping around out of my lane, and back in about two seconds. My headlights the only thing breaking the darkness.

      And just in time, too, before the caution signs started appearing on the sides of the road. Sharp curves. Road may ice. Steep incline.

      As a few ice pellets hit the windshield, I slowed down some.

      Had to get to the hotel in one piece.

      As the truck drifted a bit, I realized the tires on this rental probably weren’t the best in the world, and slowed down some more. There were no headlights behind me, so I had either left the other car in the dust or they had turned off.

      At any rate, I slowed down again to account for the not so great tires.

      I adjusted the radio, hoping to get a weather report, but got nothing but static.

      I wasn’t even supposed to be here today, at least not alone. My grandfather, Noah Worthington, handled acquisitions and mergers. He’d always been hands on, but he’d been taking me to more and more meetings. Explaining to me why he did what he did.

      Like me, Noah was a pilot first. But he’d built the biggest private airline company in the country. When young pilots graduated college, it was his company, Skye Travels, that they all aspired to fly for.

      This was the first time Grandpa had sent me to handle a meeting on my own.

      He’d had a conflict, one that seemed rather flimsy to me. He and Grandma attended all their social events together, but one had been scheduled for tomorrow night. Same as this meeting.

      I was pretty sure he could have rescheduled this meeting.

      But I wasn’t complaining. I liked doing mergers and acquisitions.

      I LOVED flying, but somebody in the family had to do this part when Grandpa decided to retire… if ever. My uncle ran Skye Travels and lately as it continued to grow, that had taken pretty much all his energy.

      I was making good time, considering everything. Although it hadn’t been my original plan, I’d flown into Denver instead of flying straight to the Whiskey Springs Airport. I knew it was little more than a runway.

      The Cessna’s engine had started acting funny on the flight to Denver, so I’d done the smart thing. I’d left the plane at the airport there to have diagnostics run. While they had it, they could go ahead and fix whatever was going on. I’d left my uncle’s contact information. Uncle Quinn could take it from here.

      The only problem was this drive. If I’d flown all the way, instead of stopping in Denver to rent a vehicle and driving, I would have been there by now.

      I settled into the seat, wondering what kind of hotel the Daniel’s House was.

      Then in a split second, I caught a glimpse of a bighorn sheep standing in the middle of the road. I hit the brakes, planning to dodge it, but of course, the truck slid.

      I went into reflex mode. But when the truck came to a stop, I was sideways and backwards on the edge of the highway.

      Flying was always, always a better choice than driving.

      Sitting very still for a few minutes, my heart beating out of my chest, I did a mental inventory. I had not slid off the side of the mountain. I had not crashed into another car.

      I looked around, but there was no sign of the sheep. Somehow, I’d managed not to hit it either.

      After taking a minute to regroup, I pressed down on the accelerator.

      The wheels simply spun, not going anyplace.

      I couldn’t back up because I had no idea what was behind me. Backing up off the side of a mountain had to be avoided.

      Since I was kinda sitting halfway in the middle of the road, I saw no choice but to get out and assess the situation. I turned on the hazard lights and reluctantly got out of the truck.

      The cold mountain air rudely slapped me in the face. I grabbed a scarf off the seat and wrapped it around me.

      My quick assessment told me that the truck was stuck and I wasn’t going to be going anyplace anytime soon. Not without a tow truck.

      And… of course, there was no cell phone service here.

      With a groan of frustration, I grabbed my computer bag and prepared to walk down the highway the way I had come.

      This trip was cursed. Seemed like just about everything that could be going wrong was. Things could be worse, but right now, as I locked the truck and started what was going to be a long, cold hike, it was hard to think positive thoughts.

      I’d only gone a few feet when I saw headlights.
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      When I saw hazard lights ahead, I already knew who it was going to be.

      It was going to be the idiot who’d passed me back there on the straightaway.

      Probably a city person. They tended to come out here and drive like they were on a freeway.

      And this was what happened.

      I slowed down and took in the situation.

      There was no cell phone service, so whoever was out here was in a mess.

      I wasn’t about to pick anybody up, but I would send help.

      There was a man walking in my direction.

      By the time he reached my window, I knew who he was.

      Daniel.

      Mr. Heart-throb from the coffee shop.

      “Jenna.” he said.

      I narrowed my eyes at him and lowered the window a mere crack. He had obviously noticed the switched cups, too.

      “What happened?” I asked.

      “A bighorn sheep and a slippery road.”

      “Never a good combination.”

      He shook his head and looked away. “I don’t have cell phone service out here,” he said, looking back at me.

      “Nobody does.”

      “Do you happen to know if it’s better to walk back or ahead?”

      “Where are you headed?” I was stalling. I already knew the answer. Anyone traveling this direction on this road could only be heading one place.

      “The Daniels House.”

      “Right,” I said, looking ahead at his truck positioned on the side of the road. “You’re about halfway. Going back is a downhill walk. Going ahead is uphill, but will put you at your destination.”

      He ran a hand over his face, then looked back at the truck, his jaw clenching. I hated to leave him—anybody—stranded on this road, especially in this kind of weather.

      It would have been difficult to purposefully manufacture something like this, but Ted Bundy had gone to great lengths to appear harmless to the scores of women he had murdered. Even things like wearing a fake cast.

      “How do I know you’re not a serial killer?” I asked. The wind whipped at the scarf tied around his neck and over his mouth. His hands were stuffed in his coat pockets, but still I saw him shaking. All this while I sat here in the warmth of the car with the heater blasting.

      He seemed to consider for a moment. “I guess you don’t.”

      If I had cell phone service, I could call someone for him.

      “Why are you here?” I asked.

      “Business meeting with Mr. Garrison.”

      Well hell. He knew my grandfather’s name. And it was just like Grandpa to have a business meeting.

      “Get in,” I said, going with my gut.

      “Great,” he said with obvious relief. “Gotta grab my luggage.”

      I popped the trunk and watched as he transferred his bag from the pickup truck to my car.

      Then he was sitting in the passenger seat. “Thanks,” he said, with a sideways grin that I tried not to notice.

      “People are expecting me,” I said. “so it wouldn’t be in your best interest to kill me.”

      “On my honor,” he said. “I can assure you that I have never harmed another person and I don’t plan to start today.”

      I slowly navigated my way around his truck and continued up the mountain road. It was a good thing this road had very little traffic. As soon as we got to the house, we’d have to call for a wrecker. The truck was a hazard.

      “Your sense of humor is a little over the top,” I said.

      “What? How so?”

      “Reindeer antlers.”

      “It was the last vehicle the guy at the rental place had. I think maybe it was one of his personal vehicles.”

      “They can’t rent their personal vehicles,” I said. Could they?

      “I offered an incentive,” Daniel said. “After he said they had nothing left.”

      “I see… So this wasn’t exactly a planned trip.”

      “It was planned. Just not the stopover in Denver.”

      I was thankful for the snow tires as I rounded the next bend. Grandma had been right. There was ice in the forecast.

      It would have been smart to spend the night in Whiskey Springs. Probably.

      “We’re almost there,” I said out loud to myself.

      “You seem to know this area well,” he said.

      “Family property.”

      “Really? You’re related to Mr. Garrison?”

      “My grandfather.” I saw no harm in telling him. Not at this point. “What kind of business meeting?”

      “One that would prevent this kind of situation.”

      “How so?” I leaned forward, trying to focus on the road in front of me. I was driving at a crawl now. The windshield wipers were in a frantic battle with the drops of frozen ice that bounced against the windshield.

      “My grandfather is looking to acquire land to build an airport.”

      “We have an airport,” I said.

      “You have a runway,” he said. “We’re talking a real airport with a terminal.”

      I scoffed. “You’re wasting your time. If you’re looking to buy land for any reason, you should know. My grandfather will never sell.”

      “Okay,” he said, sitting back and unwinding his scarf.

      “Just okay?”

      “It’s what people always say. But they always end up selling.”

      I shook my head. “Apparently you have not met my grandfather.”

      “And you haven’t met mine.”

      I just focused on the road in front of me. There was no point in talking to this Daniel guy.

      But, I was curious about what was about to come off when I got Mr. Heart—Daniel—to my grandparent’s house. I certainly didn’t like the idea of him catching them off-guard.

      My grandparents lived in a house big enough for three normal sized families.

      I had never actually officially lived here, but I had spent my share of holidays and summers in this mansion on top of the mountains.

      Over the years, they had gotten a lot of pressure to sell, especially since I was the only child of an only child. Somehow investors seemed to think they could use that as an excuse to buy family land.

      There was, however much I did not want there to be, some merit in the theory. My father, a military officer, had his life abroad and it was unlikely that he would ever return here to live.

      I had my life, too. A college professor in Pittsburgh.

      Everyone knew, even me, that I wasn’t likely to move back here to live. I loved it here, but I loved my life in the city more.

      I had made a place for myself there. And I loved the symphony and the shopping and everything that went along with living in the city.

      So everything about this place was simply suspended in a capsule of time.
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      Photographs did not do the Daniel House justice.

      Nestled in the trees on what was the top of a smaller mountain, high in elevation, surrounded by even higher mountains, it was lit up like a magic castle.

      Like Whiskey Springs below it, it was decked out in Christmas cheer.

      Clear lights outlined the whole surface. Festive yet tasteful.

      My grandmother would love it.

      “It’s impressive,” I said.

      “Wait until you see it in the daytime,” Jenna said with obvious pride.

      She pulled up to the front door and parked.

      “So… if this is your grandparents’ house, do you live in Whiskey Springs?”

      “Nope,” she said as she turned off the motor and popped the trunk. “I live in Pittsburgh.”

      “Pennsylvania? Wow.” And I thought my hometown, Houston, was a long way off.

      “Ready to meet the family?” she asked with a wicked grin.

      “Ha. You bet.”

      “Where did you say you’re from?”

      “I didn’t. I’m from Houston. Why?”

      “No reason. Let’s get inside.”

      I got the sense that Jenna was more than quite observant. Very attentive to details.

      After I set her two rolling bags on the ground, I pulled my one out. I put her leather shoulder bag on my other side. It weighed significantly more than mine.

      Before we reached the door, a lovely lady wearing a bright smile and a cute red apron over her pants suit with heels opened the door.

      “Come in here,” she said. “It’s freezing out here.”

      After we stepped inside, Jenna gave the woman a hug.

      “It’s so good to see you, Grandma,” she said.

      “You must be Todd Roberts,” Grandma said, turning to me with a wide grin. With the two women standing side by side, I could see a resemblance.

      One elegant older woman dressed in business casual and the equally elegant granddaughter wearing jeans and a sweater.

      “Grandma,” she said. “This is Daniel.”

      Grandma gave Jenna a sly look before pulling me into a hug.

      “Put those heavy bags down,” she said. “You two do not travel light, do you?”

      Before I could even answer, she kept talking. “Come on into the kitchen for something warm to drink.”

      We walked through a huge foyer, turned left to walk through a dining room with a large formal table, through it to a modern, very clean kitchen.

      This looked decidedly more like someone’s home than a hotel and I wondered if perhaps Jenna had brought me to the wrong place.

      The kitchen smelled like fresh baked cookies. Both of the double ovens were on, so it looked like Grandma had been busy baking.

      “Do you prefer coffee or hot cocoa?” Grandma asked as we sat at the little kitchen table.

      “Hot cocoa,” I said.

      “The same,” Jenna said. “We had cappuccinos on the way up.”

      “Right,” Grandma said. “You stopped at the coffee shop.” She filled three mugs with hot cocoa, then sat at the table with us.

      “Was it a bad drive?” she asked.

      “Yes,” Jenna said, then seemed to remember. “We need to call a tow truck for Daniel’s truck.”

      Grandma looked at me, one eyebrow raised.

      “There was a bighorn sheep,” I said.

      “It was halfway,” Jenna said. “Martin can’t miss it.”

      “I’ll call him right now,” Grandma said, hopping up and grabbing her land line phone.

      “They have a land line in case the cell tower goes out,” Jenna explained.

      While Grandma was on the phone making arrangements to have my truck towed, I was struck by how much she reminded me of my own grandmother, Grandma Savannah.

      “Jenna,” I said. “As much as I appreciate the hospitality, I thought I was going to be staying at a hotel.”

      Jenna smiled. “It’s more like a bed and breakfast. People started calling it a hotel a few years ago when an investment company tried to come in and buy it from the family. Somehow the name just stuck.”

      “So I’m in the right place.”

      “I’m sure you are since this is the end of the road you were on.”

      “All this property belongs to your grandparents?”

      Jenna narrowed her eyes at me. “I thought you had a meeting with my Grandfather.”

      I winced. “I don’t sound very prepared, do I?” I felt like someone who had not done his homework.

      She shook her head and gave me what looked like a pitying glance.

      “In my defense, my grandfather canceled at the last minute, sending me in his stead. I planned on studying all the paperwork tonight.”

      “I guess I’m not being fair then, am I?” she asked.

      “I’ll forgive you for not being fair if you’ll forgive me for not being prepared.”

      When she smiled at me, my heart did a summersault.

      “Forgiven,” she said. “At least your grandparents are both well.”

      “Grandparents?”

      “It’s scary how many grandparents pass away right before a final exam.”

      Before I could figure out what she was talking about, Grandma hung up the phone and came back to her chair at the table.

      “Alright,” Grandma said. “Martin is heading out to pick up your truck. I’ve checked you in to your room. There were two rooms in your grandfather’s name. And fortunately, your room is free through the first of the year.”

      “Oh,” I said. “I’m leaving day after tomorrow.”

      Grandma glanced pointedly toward the window. “Just saying it’s available in case you need it.”

      Jenna just shrugged and sipped her cocoa.

      I had a feeling these ladies knew something they weren’t telling me.
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      After unpacking, I changed into sweatpants and comfortable fleece lined booties.

      I loved spending time here. It was cozy inside the big house even though the weather outside was dreadful.

      I especially loved it at Christmas. My grandmother had a way of turning the house into a Christmas wonderland with her themed holiday decorations. This year was blue and silver.

      She picked a different color scheme each year. And each year it was just as delightful.

      Every year she put up at least two Christmas trees, one downstairs in the parlor and one on the fourth floor sitting room.

      The house, officially a bed and breakfast, although as I had told Daniel, it was touted as a hotel, had five guest rooms on the third floor. An ideal setup, really.

      The first floor was the parlor, kitchen, and other common areas. The second floor was for family, including the master bedroom. The third floor had originally, in the 1800s, been designed for five children. Each bedroom had its own private bathroom. Ahead of its time.

      The fourth floor, originally an artist’s studio was now the perfect place for guests to just relax and take in the spectacular views of the Rocky Mountains.

      My grandparents only rented the rooms out sparingly these days and when they did, the rooms came at a premium.

      They did not need the money and they were simply enjoying their lives. But Grandma was a social bug, so she couldn’t resist having guests at
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